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Just then the German planes returned. They came very low and spra}ed our street with machine-gun fire. We fell flat on the pa\ement and scrambled for cover wherever we could find it
The people down there in the basement struggled for each breath We heard weak pounding on the iron door we were to break open, but we could not move Every time someone moved, the machine guns would bark again, spitting death*
We lay there for hours, till there was no more strength left in me to endure the sharp bricks that cut into my abdomen and my breasts and the barbed wire that bruised my legs Yet we waited patiently, closing our eyes for a second only when the bullets hit the pavement right near us We could not let the people down below die-As suddenly as they had come, the Germans flew away. We breathed freely again. From all sides there was a rush to AmbroziaFs iron door in the ground. Someone brought a crowbar and the door was pried open.
A child, tiny Irenka, was Hie first to emerge from the cellar. She was the daughter of the janitor of No. 19 Then we pulled out a woman with one eye popping out of its bloody socket One after another, we rescued all the victims. Miraculously, no one had died, but one man was gravely wounded. He was very stout, and we had great difficulty in extricating him through the narrow opening. Our nurses had their hands fall.
We returned to the station dead tired, swooning OB our feet I found Barbarfca on her knees, washing the Soar. A bucket of bloody water was near her. Half of the floor was still smeared with blood I felt my knees shake. Red and black spots whirled before my eyes. *What happened, Barbarka?* I stammaredL She looked up at me from the blood oaa lie floor, and her immd, childish face was streaming with tears. "Yaaosik,* she said.